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bed thankful that we had not burnt the hut itself.
Next day we started for home rather weary and
sore and glad to get back.

Sometimes I accompanied my brother on his
visits to Remain Holland who lived at Villeneuve
not far from Geneva. I also met many other famous
authors, musicians and scientists. Those who stand
out in my memory are Einstein and Ernst Toller.
The former I did not actually meet but he was pre-
sent at a lecture I attended given by Sir J. C. Bose.
He sat hidden behind other people on the dais but
no one even knew that he was there till an American
student spotted him and passed the news around.
Then there was a general uproar and every one
clamoured to see him. After a great deal of persua-
sion he came and greeted everybody shyly and seem-
ed most embarrassed at the demonstration of affec-
tion and admiration shown to him. He remained
but a few seconds on the platform and then hurried
away somewhere to the background.

I met Toller in Brussels. He was not very strik-
ing to look at, but had amazing eyes that seemed
to read your innermost thoughts and was very
charming to talk to. Often his face would look
immeasurably sad and his eyes would have a haunt-
ed look about them.

A victim of the Nazi regime Toller had to leave
his country and seek refuge in other lands. He was
a great poet. His two great passions were truth and
devotion to the cause of freedom. He was one of the
most fearless men I have come across. If he believed
in a certain thing and if his conscience told him
that it was right, nothing could prevent him from
doing it.

Broken and disillusioned, an exile from the land
of his birth he committed suicide and thus ended
a brilliant career. The world is all the poorer by his
death, but neither his wocks nor Tpdier